Sunshine Charley
widows and young people, were over. The public had the sales-
men always at their heels 5 the salesmen had always behind them
the megaphone voice, the indomitable jaw, the nagging tele-
grams, of Mitchell. He sold the American public in ten years
over fifteen billion dollars' worth of securities. He sold them
the stock of automobile companies presently to dissolve into
water 5 he sold them the bonds of South American republics on
the verge of insolvency and revolution 5 he sold them the stock
of his own bank, which after October, 1929, dropped in three
weeks from $572 to $220 and which was recently worth $20.
In the minds of the public, of his minions, of himself, Charles
E. Mitchell had reached an apotheosis. In his days of greatness,
it was boasted, he always traveled by special train. One of his
salesmen, who was afterwards ruined by his investments in the
Mitchell securities, described his master's brain as "spinning like
a great wheel in a Power House" and spoke almost with trem-
bling of the terror he inspired 5 and Bruce Barton, when Mitchell
had taken him up into the Bankers' Club and shown him the
kingdoms of New York from the window, prostrated himself
before him in the pages of the American Magazine. When
bond salesmen came to him, he told Barton, complaining they
were unable to find buyers, he always took them up into the
Bankers' Club and said to them: "Look down there! There are
six million people with incomes that aggregate thousands of
millions of dollars. They are just waiting for someone to come
and tell them what to do with their savings. Take a good look,
eat a good lunch, and then go down and tell them! If there is
nothing in that picture which stirs a man's imagination, he
doesn't belong in New York!" It was not long after this that
Bruce Barton, whose father had been a minister, announced
that Jesus Christ's true mission had been that of the Supreme
Salesman. Mitchell blazed like the great central source of the
57